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pangs of hunger lightened the ballast of his brain, the

life became as a timeless dream.

'Hither lies no way from the city of the world, a thousand
years pass as one daylight; we are in the world and 'not in
the world, where Nature brought forth man, an enigma to
himself, and an evil spirit sowed in him the seeds of dissolu-
tion. And looking then upon that infinite spectacle, this life
of the wasted flesh seemed to me ebbing, and the spirit to
waver her eyas wings unto that divine obscurity.'

Yet this is a dream where things become not soft and
vaporous but of an awful solidity: the vast volcanic
table-lands of basalt rock, jutting through the kinder
sand, are not more gaunt than the fanatic hatred of the
Moslem for the Nasrany that looms always behind even
the most ceremonious hospitality of the tents. It would
have been less than human if the wanderer's spirit had
never come near to failing, and he had never asked in
despair: cWherefore should I macerate my life continu-
ally in the greatest jeopardy? Or suffer this distress of
soul, to kick against the fanaticism of the whole Ish-
maelite country?5

Behind, incessantly lifting and maintaining the book,
is the man. The singular unity of the artist and the man
makes it impossible for us to regard the book for long
merely as one of the finest examples of English artificial
prose. It is that indeed, and we have to keep this aspect
before our eyes in order rightly to appreciate his solitary
and so long neglected achievement. But the garment
of his style fits the man so closely that unless we dili-
gently remember the ten years' labour we may lapse
back into thinking that the writing was natural in the
common sense of the word. Because we can see that
only Mr. Doughty could have forged and manipulated
this language, we may persuade ourselves that the work